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NATURE 


“O Earth, sweet Mother, take us back!” 
—Ethelwyn Wetherald 


SUNRISE 


Cool from the chambers of the brooding night 
The morning air stirs all my soul and brings 
Unto awakened sense and touch the things 

Which hover round the throne of Beauty bright. 

How have I slept within the very sight 
And influence of that spirit which here clings, 
A glory, to each tree and flower, and flings 

Its miracle of healing o’er earth’s blight! 


Around me lies such aspect of her face 
As dear Dame Nature wears when she is glad; 
The trees for very joy do clap their hands; 
So pure, so calm, so holy is the place, 
That I, content, in contemplation clad 
Could dwell for e’er, had Duty no commands. 


ARCH ieROCK VIEW 
(LAKE HURON) 


Some golden moments are vouchsafed to rise 

With majesty and beauty born of time, 

And soothing air, blown from some lofty clime, 
Amid che waste of gloom which dulls our eyes; 
And in the solemn shock, the sweet surprise, 

We yield soul-homage meet for the sublime. 


We poise upon this rocky height. The rhyme 
Of thundering Huron rolls, nor ever dies. 
Such beauty doth this rim of waters hold, 
The air, enamoured, hangs with mystic sheen— 
The while from heaven to earth we roam between 
Deep splendours, wondering man may be so bold. 
While crested flocks seek now their gray beach-fold, 
Ic is His presence stirs my tears unseen. 


WINTER 


Congealed and dead, of heat devoid and life, 
Doth swing this earthly ball midst frigid space. 
The Frost King cracks his lash, yet our big race 
With livelier pulse-beats throbs amidst such strife, 
And, throbbing, gains a sturdier being, rife 
With meaning new of nobleness and grace. 
Though snowy fields impede the axeman’s pace, 
With home is heat and, dearer—child and wife. 


Then shake thy summer sloth of flaccid ease; 
Boreas rageth'!—through thy limbs. may glow 
The rubric of a livelier, lustier low— 

Triumph of life o’er frost! Yet me doth please 

The trancing thought soon shall these wind-swept trees 
Hear robins’ chorus calling flowers to blow. 


IN ROCKY MOUNTAIN LAND 


i 
Mountains! 
What, that ripple on the earth’s horizon, snow- 
crowned ? 
It looks—as if the laughter of the playful Br had 
shaken our stable world. 


I 


I have seen a star and the rolling wave, 3 
And breathed on the prairie vast, 

And they seemed to speak of a God that gave, 
That had lived in the distant past. 


But never the great Creator’s hand 
Seemed to beckon so blandly near 

Till His hills uprose and that lofty land 
Asserted that God was here. 


PA BS 


Life oped its port when first your lips had charmed 
A faery word’s release to a chafing mind. 

You may remember, too, the wind’s mad ‘‘wheen’’, 
White snow that moaned as wheels were turned— 
Mayhap red mittens warmed both eye and hand. 


Once in slow stream some fair far shining cloud 
Rode far down miles in a glassy deep. The sun 
Thrust molten wondrously to timid eyes, 


_~ Scanned as to judge in wrath some ancient sin: 


You felt the awe, yet wot not whence it was. 


How long the dreamy shine of a summer’s day ? 
Once, ere a death, you watched the white cool dawn 
Wich eyes that burned. What moving sunsets smote 
The first beholding eye of youth, that turned 
Colour and form to glory,: where mem’ry holds 
Vision more fair than angels. 

In the ‘‘Square’’ 
The village band held colloquy with heaven, 
Lifting the soul, knit ecstasies of pain 
Which soothed or wrung the aching nerves of youth. 


What tang in tasted cress from crystal brook! 
What balm exhales from clover fields at morn! 
O’er pond at glimmering eve the grotesque frog 
Trilled comic chorus from the antique world. 
In Freeman’s woods—far sweeter that Sabbath time 
Hallowed yet awed its fragrant aisles—you trod 
Dead leaves, and grasped by its frail juicy stalk 
June’s starred wake-robin, of the summer first 
To follow the windflower’s train. 

Red cherries plucked 
Act morn—their tang shall last one’s whole life through. 
First see pale mustard flush green wheat with gold, 
(The artist, God, loves landscape’s brush-sweep there) 
Ride first at gallop; from a hilleop’s peak 
First see our lake’s faint far-off shield of blue; 
Or, in a schoolboy’s ring, the challenging shout 
Full answering by victorious thrust of fist; 
Though sweeter far Ann’s scornful glance of blue 
Eyes that gazed warily neath her marble brows, 
Topped by brown tresses flung. 

But irksome, hark, 

Loud clangs a bell closing a ringing game. 
The school’s hard prison and the lesson grim 
Challenge the mind. Yet, compensation dear, 
New sense of comradeship doth knit the soul. 


Out from the toil of books the push of play 

Makes life an ecstasy. We haste, pell mell, 

To the rocky Grand’s brown pools, where, jocund, clean 
And fond, youth sports as never more can win 

Again its round of joy. So—to think of ic— 

To dive obliquely down the glooming pool 

(Caressing, folding smooth o’er crinkling flesh) 

Fearless that limbs should fail in th’ upward climb, 
Catching one furtive glance at the sunlit brink— 

Flash! a quick rise to air with ringing ears. 


Full was it given to you to know what joy 
Dwelt in a white wheat loaf; water, more sweet 
To parching throats ever than ruddy wine, 
Flaunting its perfumed tang to Sultan’s lips. 
When first the berry melted both lips and heart, 
_ Or April harkened robin’s lyric flute, 

Or that dear time when first the lilac’s pain 
Conveyed a consolation far from price, 

One spirit fair holds youth’s immortal hours— 
Hours soon, alas, to fade in the curbing day 
Which carries all—yet, touched by golden dreams, 
Revives in memory’s palimpsest. Thus all 
Who found dear Nature so may witness Yea. 


SPRING 


I] 


Tis coming—the Spring—I know it is coming, 
For an old love-song through my brain is humming 


II 


Afar | heard its harbinger 

In one clear call from upper air. 
Through winter sunshine floating by 

A crow’s discordant, welcome cry 

Like melody fell on my ear,— 

I] knew the joyous Spring was near. 

The sable lyrist’s prophecy 

Of Spring awoke an ecstasy, 

As when to fear a sudden end 

Is brought by whispered name of friend. 
Ere that on plumes of stalwart pine 

I saw a livelier lustre shine; 

Through its thin needles smoother by 
Stole Winter’s breath like passing sigh. 
And signs by poets only dreamed 
From sky and earth there subtly streamed. 
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Il 


O shine, thou golden sun, 
Warmer and warmer shine; 
Return with thy wooing fierce; 
Kiss as thou hast of yore, 

For a thousand thousand years, 
The still and snowy breast 

Of this deep-teeming earth. 
From her and thee upsprings 
God-given life, which moves 
And breathes, delight and force, 
Through every form create, 
And all the web of fate 


Doth weave. 


IV 


Winter’s snowy shroud is torn; 

Soft on southern winds ’tis borne 

In fleecy drifts that swirl and fly 
Through the cerulean sky. 

Thought ye the icy chain was death? 
"Twas but a fetter to Nature’s breath. 
Once broken the body shall gladly rise 
Into the beauty which verifies 

Man’s inmost hope that being’s rife 
With upward growth and newer life. 
The symbol of death which skyward rolled 
Descends to the earth a boon untold. 


11 


Vv 


Say that we beleaguered are 

By the winter’s snowy crest; 
Say that help is beating near 

To our trenches, sorely prest. 


Shall we, fainting, drooping, die, 

Ere the spring its march hath made? 
List! the foe begins to fly; 

Hark! the nearing cannonade. 


Hark! the drum-taps of the spring, 
Rattling rain-drops’ musketry; 

Winds their rallying bugles sing; 
Winter’s vanquished—we are free. 


VI 
Pall-like o’er the land 


Hangs a mist of gray; 
Nature’s balance planned, 
Earthly forces sway. 

In the orange west, 
Tremulous, afar, 
Floateth down to rest, 
Luminous, a star; 

Sonorous all around 
Falling waters sound. 
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VII 


Who hath not loved the rain upon the roof? 

Reviver of old fancies’ subtle woof 

And warp which run through nature-loving souls, 
Below its mellow cadences there rolls 

A flood of sensuous sleep which doth increase, 

While flow enduring dreams and flawless peace. 


Vill 


Swell, swell, ye buds, for the wind has ceased its strife; 
Fill, fill, ye veins, long empty of juicy life: 

Blow, ye blossoms, blow; ye of Spring are dearest birth; 
Swell and blow and bloom—Nature’s carnival of mirth. 


Odours exquisite arise; 

Mists of green delight the eyes; 
Winged life o’er thee doth float 
With its joyous humming note; 
Solace, thou, for winter long, 
Making life a summer song. 
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IX 


O the myriad pleading voices of the poignant, pensive 
Spring! : 

Sea and sod and sky and streamlet filled with Nature’s 
chorusing. 

Open, heart of man, and listen; close for aye or open now; 

Hear the red-breast robin’s lyric poured from yonder top- 
most bough. 


Fre the crocus blooms in gardens or the wind-flower 
bravely blows, 

Timidly its fragile petals trusting, faith-like, chilling 
snows; 

Ere the meadows’ tender greening glorifies the gladsome 
earth, 

Ere the violet or the daisy, comes the robin’s cheerful 
mirth. 


Back to childhood’s happy musings on his golden notes 
I fy— 

Sweet those days and sweet that music—not from earth, 
but from the sky, 

Flowed that tender trilling message of true love in 


truest part; 
Inarticulate, yet I dimly dreamed it sprang from his full 
heart. 
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x 


O cheerily, cheerily, cheerily, mate, 
Awing on our northward flight; 

O cheerily, cheerily, cheerily, love, 
"Tis the last year’s nest I sight. 


O warble, O warble, O warble, my love; 
Athrill with the tender pain; 

O cheerily warble, O cheerily, love; 
Tis the old, old nest again. 


O warble, O cheerily warble, my love; 
O rest ye, my weary mate; 

O cheerily here, O cheerily, love, 
To love is our cheerful fate. 


On the swinging and airy bough, my love, 
Midst the cheery shine and the rain, 

On this airy and pendant bough, my love, 
Our love we shall plight again. 


"Tis the old, old nest where again, my love, 
From the south we cheerily bring, 

(O warble, my love) all the homing touch 
Of true love, and the cheery spring. 


XI 


O soul of the gentle Spring, heard thy messages by me; 
Ass the sea obeys the moon, so my heart doth answer thee. 


te 


“THE ViSLON 


Magnolia, southern tree whose fragrant fame 
Wins charm for those far lands of flower and shine, 
Thou stand’st, as exiles do, who sorely pine 
For their familiar skies and home’s acclaim. 
Refrain not thy full meed, nor fear the shame 
Which unresponsive souls may thee assign; 
Burn on, each silver light, till chou resign 
The utmost incense of thy altar-flame. 
O once each year the birds return again, 
Heirs of the prophet’s word through winter chill; 
And each successive cycle decks the plain 
With wilding blooms our gladdened eyes to fill! 
Great thanks, O beauty dear! Through dolorous ill 
Our hearts leap up once we the vision gain. 
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BENETILES REMEMBERED 


My heart is cheered when that I think of dawn, 
Of winding roads, the river’s dreaming flow, 
The sun’s domain, the green and mantling spring, 

The many-shouldered hills, the winds that blow. 


The chastening morn, which hales the dark away, 
Swells to its noon, declines in waning flight; 

Nor fails the joy which fills my. seeking eye— 
The lawny steeps of heav’n are pricked with light. 


O sweet the joy, mid silence on the hill, 

Where piney shadows dull the glittering stream! 
Across the windy arch I see outspread 

Orion’s jewelled sword-belt there agleam. 


Oft have I stood, with half-unconscious charm, 
To watch brown floods a-floundering to the sea; 
Nor knew I why my soul went singing down 
The dancing waters ever restlessly; 


Or that great hour when first the deep outrolled 
Its thund’rous wave-beats slow upon the shore. 
The winds that tugged, the bellying sails that sang, 
Fired my young soul with Ocean’s glam’rous lore. 
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O rare the bliss, some balmy day in June, 
Stealing through glooming greens in Thompson’s 
wood, 
Where, hushed amongst the furred and feathered folk, 
A ‘little brother’ of the wild I stood! 


In the lush grass I lay amongst the flowers; 

Each scent or warbling note my soul confessed, 
Attun’d to steal life’s irking cares away, 

And front the world with all my wrongs redressed. 


Fresh buds have beckoned as a thought of God; 
Restraint for joy the bluebell’s stem may teach; 

And Omar’s crystal eyes, my white dumb friend, 
Have glowed as radiant love as flowers in speech. 


O yea, my heart is cheered when, past the stress 

And push of life, this bright world’s seeming end 
Of me shall leave this mem’ry fondly lic: 

“He cared, yet owned Heaven's kindest boon, a friend.”’ 
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ONDE PETGH TS 
(LAKE ROSSEAU) 


This is a holy place. For who may tell 
If this but soil and verdure only be, 
When souls, dream-touched by beauty, do agree 
That hush of consecration here doth dwell ? 
This craggy steep a temple, whence a bell, 
The loving wind, makes endless melody 
Midst piping aisles of shade; while fervidly 
Yon altar-priest, the sun, His praise doth swell. 


And man, proud man, who walks this charméd land, 
Dreaming its beauty and its treasures thine,— 
Shamed by the tithing wave, the teeming mine, 
Thou tak’st earth’s treasures oft in thankless hand! 
No leaf, nor world, that in His presence shine 
But own His stamp. Know this and understand. 


SUNDOWN 


The filmy counterpane of cloud 
doth fold the fields on sleep, 
The wind, nurse-mother of the night, 
has tucked the daisies in. 
The comfort of the healing dark 
doth o’er my spirit creep, 
Enfolding its forgetfulness 
night’s windless halls within. 
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Wo DINER Wo de SES. 


DECEMBER 


In December, as | remember 
The white snow fallech down; 
A human rush, a holy hush, 


And a Feast the year to crown. 


MARCH 


From void to vasty void majestic sweeps 
The whirling besom of the winds elate, 
Till earth be clean. And thus and how Thou wilt 


Great Spirit search our ways, whose need is great. 
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ELEMENTAL AND RELIGIOUS 


“there shall come 
Many great voices from life's outer sea, 
Hours of strange triumph and, when few men heed, 
Murmurs and glimpses of eternity” 


—Archibald Lampman 


iP presided oni Mla ye, 


i 


’ 


Pb ee hey Rob Cw L Ue 


Low, 

Breathe low, my flute, 

Lest all my soul be mute 

And slow. 

The lyric strains of thy clear voice 

Make all my singing soul rejoice; 

Rousing its tune and tongue, 

Utt’ring my peace, 

Running the hours, the happy hours, among 


Hope, joy, and fear, 

The spring of the year, 

Its glorious call; 

The gloom and the glad of it, 

Glint and the gleam of it, 

Shine and the sheen of it, 

Blossom and budding and harvest for all; 


Sowing and summer, and autumn’s sad pall, 


_ The winter’s white note; 

_ The bird’s merry throat— 

_ All in thy slender form charméd lie bound, 
Waiting to sound: 

Unscopped by my finger, 

Released by my breath, 


Singeth man’s life from his birth to his death. 
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Soul of mine, thou, O true musician, stand, 

Harping the unseen chords, 

Singing, with unformed words, 

Praise for the God who made both soul and brow, 
Both heart and hand. 

Along the far sweep of the years which leap, 

Swift and strong from the primal womb, 
Still do I hear 

The thrilling of fear, 

Love’s dear clamour, the call of home; 
Anger that loud 

Sorrows enshroud; 

Pleadings which roll through brain and soul 
Soft with the sigh of it, 

Sick with the lure of ic, 

Over life’s music the dissonant call, 

Ringeth the question which dominates all. 


Hark the clear call of ir, 

Tremble the pall of it; 

Falling and thrilling, now rising, now chilling; 
Magical, 

Truly all 

Sense stricken dumb with the haunt and the ache of ic; 
_ Sorely achieving, 

Destiny weaving, 

Doubting, believing, and breaking again; 

Full of old sorrows, all loveliness, pain— 

List to it roll; 

Hark the fond flute player’s call of the soul. 
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What is the end of it? 

Foe and the friend of it ? 

Master and lord of its tremulous way? 
Heart that is sad or gay, 

Life that is gold or gray? 

Time, how it tendeth,— 

Whither, O whither— 

Whither, O whither, O whither away? 


Flute tones now lyrical, 

Forth-speaking all, 

Swelling or dying, ye come at my call; 
Memories magical, 

Sorrows satirical, 

Joy of the cradle, the grief of the pall; 
Blending them all, 

Weaving the chords, the deep chords of the soul, 
Spell they the message, 

Read me the riddle and point me the goal, 
Whisper the meaning existence affords— 
Love is life’s answer 

In music’s soft words, 


BIRTH 


Swept down the travail-clouds of mortal pain, 
Anon in flowing beauty they were furled; 
The angel of the life sped back again: 
Lo, tenderly, a white soul faced the world. 
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UN YAP RL 


In April— 
Was it then our Lord was given 
To hang on the rough rood tree? 
How could such dolour be? 
Did no warbling thrush 
The hammers hush 

That April? 


In April, 
Can there live a cruel thought? 
So remedial a thing 
Is the lilting air of Spring; 
When the first bird song 
Holds the heart for long 

In April. 


In April, 
How could they nail those hands? 
O Calvary’s air was sweet! 
How fit it were, and meet— 
A black cloud’s breath 
Shrouded his death, 
In April. 
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In April— 
"Tis then the flowers awake, 
With the sun, the wind and the rain, 
Conspiring against death and pain: 
To put down wrong 
Life thrills to the song, 

Of April. 


In April, 
Tis then the soft rains fall; 
Breath comes sweet in the Spring; 
Yet all unwavering, 
Love bore all blame, 
On that rood of shame, 

In April. 


THE HERO 


On Queenston’s hill we reared the lofty shrine 
Where sleeps thy fiery heart, our gallant Brock; 
Our many-voiced acclaim shall here unlock 

Time's chest of honours, proffering what is thine 

Thy name is with the glorious names that shine 
O’er War’s red flood, a beacon on a rock. 

Thy soul, which bore its hour’s consummate shock, 

All-valorous, thou didst to fame consign. 


Sheathed be the blade nor seek through blood a name; 
Thy foes are of thy household; mingled rife 
Through hourly needs there rings the vital strife 

With doubt and sin, the lust of honour, shame. 

O soul, live greatly; thy self-conquering life 
Shall breathe an inextinguishable flame. 
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DN; te bere RIN ACL 


My life-long burdens cast unto the void, 

The care-drawn breath, all flowing sweet and free; 
The new-giv’n task, an effort self-enjoyed, 

Life’s problems solved, all answers found for me. 


My friends, or lovers, dimly understood, 
Revealed in aerial light in their own guise; 
All stings of poignant doubt, of questioned good, 
Then soothed in wondrous sight which makes us wise. 


All searchings into hidden chords of strife; 
Uncharted paths o’er booming seas to steer; 
All guesses at the tireless riddle, Life, 
Made foolish, futile, by the answer clear. 


All sense of shifting change shall pass away, 
The fixéd base of things at last we press; 
Our brightest light but dawn to heaven’s day, 
At last we know the great, at last the less. 


Life’s roses blow, but underneath—the thorn; 
Fair fields afar have lured us out of mind; 

Our lame and warping faults vex us, forlorn, 
That moment we have learned we can be kind. 


We shall have perfect life divinely planned, 
The dominance of love shall be assured; 

On earth the tempter doth our ways withstand; 
In heaven shall vanish all our soul hath lured. 


Our life-long quest for answering human soul, 
Half met and dimly touched in earthly love, 
Shall own fulfilment deep while ages roll, 
In level gaze with that great Heart above. 
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‘N OLR, OO MEN EE nN 


It was the friendly Syrian stars 
That shone with mystic light; 

A crowded caravansery 
Hushed at the wondrous sight; 

An oxen stall of Bethlehem town 
Fenced from the winter’s cold, 

A Babe divine, in helpless plight— 
Love’s mystery untold. 

It was heaven’s radiant questing star 
Illumed the hillside’s fold, 

Where simple-minded shepherds nursed 
The faith of centuries old. 

“Peace and good-will’’ rapt angels sang, 
Easing for human pain; 

‘‘Good-will and peace’ within their hearts 
Echoed a glad refrain. 


_ It was o’er Eastern travell’d ways 
Three of earth’s wisest came; 

Caspar, Melchior, Balthasar, 
Seeking the mystic flame. 

O little Inn, how shamed for room, 
To fail for such a Guest, 

When kings their gold and frankincense 
And myrrh upon Him pressed. 
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Yea, through the love-lit centuries, 
Since glowed the Christmas star, 

The Bethlehem faith still findeth place 
Where love and meekness are; 

In men who seek the Spirit’s voice, 
Attent to what He saith, 

The song bursts forth (heart, hear it now) 
Still flames the light of faith. 


Again the Bethlehem star and song 
Breaks on earth’s mindful men; 
Peace—how it waits—(till wrong shall cease) 
Good-will—shall it come, and when? 
Life like a clamorous hostelry 
Is irked with pride and pain, 
Till restless, crowded human hearts 
For the Babe make room again. 


DAILY TALENT 


Each morn there slips from out the Maker’s hand 
The day’s new coin; fire-new from minting sun; 
Though wasteful churls may hoard in time’s despite, 
The thrifty wise may spend them one by one. 
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THE,- GREEN, GREEN PRES 
OF CHRISTMAS 


The green, green trees of Christmas, 
How cheerily they stand, 

Wich twinkling lights and fragrance 
O’er our Canadian land. 

They speak of home and hearthside, 
Of mirth and children’s song; 

Of love that makes us joyous 
And faith that keeps us strong. 


Beneath the green, green branches, 
All lit with berries red, 

Our fireside’s sacred circle 
Hath joy around it shed. 

And as it was at Bethlehem, 
Amidst the winter wild, 

The light that shines the fairest 
Is the face of a little child. 


The green, green boughs of Christmas, 
Entwined with memories are; 

Of gold outpoured and frankincense, 
Of night and a radiant star; 

Of travellers grave whose questing feet 
Forthwith forebore to roam, 

Since heaven came down in human guise 
And sanctified the home. 
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Good cheer, good cheer at Christmas, 
Beneath the fragrant pine; 

Clasp hands, clasp hands at Christmas, 
The union is divine. 

Though time may fleet and bonds be torn 
This impulse shall abide— 

The love that blest a waiting world 
At that first Christmas tide. 


BOLE ON YOUTHIAND AGE 


Call him not old o’er whose reflecrive face 
Time’s graving tool has etched his gravest lines: 
On whose bent poll a radiancy there shines 
Unknown to younger locks with darker grace; 
Whose stooping form, which swings with gentle pace, 
Reveals a secret strength which thought assigns— 
The while brisk music of his staff defines 
His jaunty pride, as one should run a race. 


For Youth helps Age—the soul can find amends. 
Behold, hand-clasped, the child with face agleam, 
Who trustfully life’s firse adventure sips: 

Musing with love he dimly comprehends, 

Down the long street with grandpere, tranced in dream, 
The ecstasy of sweets on his young lips. 
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THEOMAS YT ER-OP T tie Linge 


O I chose to go on the Jericho road, 
That way that leadeth down, 

Stony and sharp; there the robbers lurk 
On the way to that wilful town. 

O I have journeyed the Jericho road, 
Which leads to the salt Dead Sea; 
But the winsome lure of the golden fruit 

Entrancéd the soul of me. 


And none e’er ventures that stony path ~ 
Save those who flee from their God; 
Where the lurking three—the Devil, the World 
And the Flesh together trod. 
O they wounded me at the turn of the road, 
And sorely they struck me down; 
They stripped me the garb which had meant my joy 
Had I won to the Jericho town. 


O sore my plight of those gaping wounds 
On that drear deserted way; 

Whilst fear and pain together they strove 
For the soul that had gone astray. 

But there came a Man who helped me up, 
Refreshed me without, within; 

He succoured my soul with the wine of hope 
As he brought me to the Inn. 
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O the gracious smile of that heavenly Man 
Who pitied and cared for me. 

He spake of a cross, and a wounded hand 
That had hung upon the tree. 

And I knew that the way of the Jericho road 
Was a way of death to me; 

So I chose the life of the smoother path, 
Upwards to blue Galilee. 


So I fled me hard from that Jericho road 
Wich ics lure of the trail of sin; 

And my God found me by that stranger Man 
Who was Master of that Inn. 

For the way of that road, that Jericho road, 
Is the direful way of sin; 

Yea, strong is the soul which welcomes the smile 
Of the Master of that Inn. 


REMEMBRANCE 


This is her vase, and that her portrait there: 
Wich loving hands I fill the votive bowl: 

The iris plumes, luxurious, purple, fair, 
Like floral flames, bespeak my burning soul. 
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ARR BINDS hile 


No time there falls man needeth not a friend: 
Each moment when he plucks the sting from time, 
By music’s lure, by poets’ melting chime, 
Or in such sad despite as fate may send 
When death or woe the charm of life may rend, 
From love’s young shoulders, smutting all with grime; 
Nay, ev’n when he with prosp’rous foot may climb 
High fortune’s rounds should comrade him attend. 
Yet walking midst the years I missed the beams 
Of friendship’s sun which erstwhile shone for me, 
The while my path seemed glooming, mournfully; 
When He who mates the spirit’s ghostly gleams, 
Sent comrade soul who claspt me, silently, 
Answ’ring my quest with sweeter troth than dreams. 
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NEARY OOP RB Bb ie AEM 
(Apropos the Sistine Madonna) 


She was the maid, of all the maids of earth, 
Destin’d to wear the mystery and the glory; 
To bear in very truth that fleshly birth 
That placed her name for aye in heavenly story. 


Hers was the joy of that calm angel greeting, 
The message that her God would enter in, 

O’ershadowing all her womanhood, completing 
The birth of God on earth without a sin. 


What hopes of joy, what tears, what fond emotion, 
Past thoughts’ long plummet or the sweep of soul; 

Whar trembling faith, as when on boundless ocean 
Some little craft puts forth to some new goal. 


She bears unmoved her sex’s holiest burden, 
While lowlily Heav’n’s honour bows her soul; 

O woman-heart, that seeks through sorrow’s guerdon 
The chastened quest of some far spirit-goal. 


Be sure the peace of God her heart uplifted, 
While in her arms the hope of all the world; 

Her kind eyes glowing, ne’er the love-look shifted: 
The Boy saw there a mother’s thought impearled. 


To her was given the vision of the sadness, 
The glory and the suff’ring for the race; 
What wonder that a sweet ethereal gladness 

Commingles with the sorrow of her face. 


oe 


PEER OW Shire 


I am not bid to save myself, for He 
Who, Aclas-like, bore this world’s weary sin, 
Will save me in my goings out and in, 

To whom my soul doth look up, secretly. 

My strength is portioned to the days that be, 
While pregnant with a ransom felt within, 
Each cross of mine bears peace, for ‘tis akin 

To that great structure framed on Calvary. 

Therefore, O Christ, some bitter draught 
I, lifting 
To quivering lips, forbear not ev’n the lees; 

Glad will I cast my joys that I may, shifting 
Some joyous burden, make to thee some ease. 

Of thy atoning love shall I, a sharer, 

Not feel thy griefs and bow with thee, a bearer ? 
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DESENEELONS 


“Truth’’ said jesting Pilate, 
“What is Truth?” 


’Tis just the way 
God looks at things. 


“Faith” said the young divine, 
“What is faith?” 


Is it not the gift the young man 
Puts in the hand of his friend? 


“Love, can there be true love?” 
He cries who sneers. 


Why, love—it is just God's breath 


Singing through you 
And through me. 
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BAREWE DL AN Di ki Ais 


Give me thy hand, O Death, I’m weary. 
Long was the road, but dear; 

Though dearer yet the eves, the noons, 
And bluer skies of 

Morn. 

And sweet were bird songs, 

Smiling fields, 

And magic speech of men. 


These shall I still possess, companying with 
My Friend? 
And all earth’s travail-stains be washed away? 


Wherefore, farewells shall glide to greetings; 
I’m aweary; 

Give me to stand 

On yon gray hill’s top, there to greet— 
The Dawn! 
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PATRIOTIC 


“Father of unity make this people one! 
Weld, interfuse them in the patriot’s flame.’ 


—Charles G. D. Roberts 


’ 


iy 
Ler 
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CONFEDERATION VERSES 


CANADA—LAND OF PROMISE 


Our soil a continent—our destiny 

Looms large as Time’s unfolding periods run; 
Earth’s last foundation for a freer man: 

No richer hope than thine lies ’neath the sun. 


“THE TRUE NORTH” 


Mix’d bloods and faiths from Europe here contend 
For new self-mast’ry in proud nationhood, 

Three oceans lave our coasts: our mightiest task— 
To work among earth’s peoples lasting good. 


PROO PATRIA 


Nobly he thrust aside the sweets of life 

At life’s green threshold. Thus nor gold nor shame 
Can cloy his soul: surrendered in the strife 

He gained thereby all lost: new life, sure fame. 
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WILFRID LAURIER 


VICTORIOUS, 1896 


Whilst now thou risest on the crest of fame, 
Upborne by freemen’s wills—their noblest dower— 
Endued with that all dangerous gift, the power 
Of marring thine, or making greater name: 
O be thou panoplied with strength, nor tame 
Should selfish aims assault thy soul with shower 
Of poison darts. Resist the tempter’s hour, 
Nor wield thy new-found sceptre, suffering shame. 


Be thine the nobler task our hopes to raise 
Of Canada’s near greatness through her sons: 
That spirit mad allay which, peace defying, 
The counsels of our land with hate o’er runs. 
Thy country waits: keep honour; so thy praise 
Shall bright upon her bead-roll burn undying. 


AT REST, 1918 
While Freedom lives this patriot’s name 
Shall never lack enduring fame. 


Foremost where names of heroes shine, 
Our Laurier, a place is thine. 

Now raise the pile with noblest art 

To praise a statesman’s mighty heart. 
Be his the patriot’s grave to fill; 

Be his the name our hearts to thrill. 


Be ours to keep our country free, 
Be ours to cherish liberty. 
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LITERARY AND ELEGIAC 


“A. weary mortal seeking rest, found room 
For quiet burial, 
Leaving among his friends a book of lyrics”’ 


—Bliss Carman 


DAR SIRI LIN Gy MAR Ke 


(Duncan A. McKellar, artist and poet. 
Obtit June 6, 1899) 


Say not from all past delightings 
We shall sever. 
All endureth; eyeless vision 
Lighteth ever. 
Though thy senses, numbed, nor keeping 
Watch should slip-to witchéd sleeping, 
Changing joy to saddest weeping, 
Cold on stone— 
Love remembers, 
Stirs life’s embers; 
See, again, their flames are leaping. 


Say not his bright form hath vanisht 
Down the distance; 
Blue-eyed frankness, keenly glancing, 
Love’s insistence. 
Aims which brooked no weak conceding; 
Spirit topmost heights e’er heeding, 
Greatheart he, with love exceeding 
Lives he on; 
(Death lies sleeping), 
Still we're reaping 
His life’s valiant, dauntless leading. 
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TO OMAR KHAYYAM 


Thou Persian singer, who of doubt and wine, 

Dost half-enamour souls whose trust is sure, 
Phrasing un-faith, accept this greeting poor 
From one heart thrilled by those sad notes of thine. 

While now we wait, in melancholy line, 
To tread that path where destiny shall lure 
Our willing feet, how keeps at Naishapur 
That garden-grave where thy high hopes did pine? 


Come up, dear Omar, from the dust again 
And voicing fresh that Old World’s New World cry, 
Re-kindle resignation ’midst our cares. 
What if there come, to solve thy years of pain 
And questionings which smote th’ infinite sky, 
Clear message from the Master, unawares! 


THERES EINE 


While yet the flowing scroll of time doth slip 
Through thy weak fingers is there space for deed. 
While thought doth thrill thee, strike; thou may’st not sip 
Of wasted cups, nor promised; now’s thy meed. 


48 


Me E Rh AMIR Tr 


Fly, nimble light, pluck from the brain of men 
The subtlest thought that spurns to be defined, 
Though words shall burn and strain within the mind. 
Drag, sober sorrow, range where human ken 
Hath wept o’er woes too sad for speech, and then 
Hath sought mid direst action deep to find 
Utt’rance for soul and lips for grief, and pined 
Because life’s futile promptings failed again. 


Perennial here man’s majesty hath stalked: 
Each generation new reads fresh its tale: 
Sees love, most hallow’d love, dispriz’d and balk’d, 
And all its rosy features torn and pale. 
Such love, such grief, may awe our mortal part, 
That we with Shakespeare share his mighty heart. 


Diet N OR) PORT 


Not his the thrilling trumpet 
When War’s loud note is blown; 
Nor his the jewelled wisdom 
Which ages lean upon. 


But thrush-like, as at even, 

His songs float to our ken; 
The healing note of beauty 

For the restless souls of men. 
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Waki MGAVINGE SiO URE 
A SONG OF HIMSELF (WALT) 


I 


What is this I hear, President Smythe? 
An invitation? 
Camerado, my thanks. 


Il 


To be present with many whole-souled men and women, 

Lovers of Whitman, 

Whitman the cosmos, of Manhattan the son; 

Maker of strange revolts, turbulent, fleshy, eating and 
drinking, 

And keeping the middle of the long brown path; 

His 97th birthday keeping—day when his short, sharp, 
barbaric yawp 

Burst first over the parental roof at Paumanok. 

Allons! I say, and Forward: I can scarce contain my 
contentment, 

Save that the engagement previous cripples the an- 
niversary’s joy. 


ll 


I observe it is open, free. Were it not so I should 
decline it as less than modest. 

For me I should “‘unscrew the locks from the doors, 

Unscrew the doors themselves from the jambs. 

I should accept nothing of which all could not have 
the counterpart on the same terms.” 
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IV 


To enjoy this meal equally set; this meat for the natural 
hunger, 

It is for the wicked just the same as the righteous; 

You have made appetites withal, 

All conjoined in the new Fellowship Whitman, formally 
gathering 

On the eve of the sixth month, month of the sweet 
young grass, and the blue flag, hilarious with beauty; 

Month of the lilac’s pungent perfume in the blooming 
back yards of the masses (Cheers, brothers) 

You then, all diners, make poems of the materials, for are 
they not the most spiritual poems? 

Pass about the cute quip, the jest, the smart repartee, 

Honouring, one and all, the memory of old Walt, 

Revolter, tribune of body as well as soul; 

Facing neither backward nor forward, but straight out. 

Canadianos, Libertad affectionate, with fellowship 
aflame, 

For you a programme of chaunts. 
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WHITMANESQUE 
A REQUIEM MADE FOR DEATH 
“Under the wide and starry sky’’—R.L.S. 


O the wide starry sky I see you, peerless, shine; 

I think you shall shine on after I am dead, 

Over my grave. Digger, here your spade; heave the 
turfs and pile them rudely by. 

As deftly and as eagerly as you dig so I die. 

just as gladly. ‘Tis my will to die, when my name 
appears on the great scroll. 

O Libertad and allons!—do you think I am afraid, 
O Death? 


Thee I salute. ! 


Come, an epitaph! 

Grave it deep, mortised in the granite: 

Here am J, Walt, where I sought for, longed for: 
All ready! 

Shoot, O Death.! 


Sailor-like, I come ashore from the ferry; 

Like the hunter, my quarry slain, I return from the hill. 

Ceases my barbaric yawp over the plains of the great 
American west. 
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OF A PREACHER CAPTAIN DEAD 


His words were a little phrase 
Of the Master’s speech; 

Shafts of a speeding thought 
The heart to reach. 


His prayers did compass the round 
Of our mind’s desire; 
Voicing the deep strong needs 


Of souls afire. 


His feet, as the Spirit saith, 
Were ‘‘swift, beauciful’’— 

Toiling the long way 
With tidings dutiful. 


His life as a rich ripe sheaf 
Lies garnered in; 

His branches shot over the wall, 
Fruic aye for men. 


Captain he, like Greatheare, 
His pilgrims led; 

Glimpsing the fair, far city, 
Goes but ahead. 


THE GRANDMOTHER 


The form that, erstwhile, lithe and round 
Filled one man’s heart with charm, 
Stoops now at Nature’s outmost bound, 

Waiting its utmost harm. 


Her ancient cap, for widow meek, 
Her whited head doth crown; 

Pale care sits in her wrinkled cheek, 
But the old smile still looks down. ~ 


Those toil-worn hands, with falt’ring skill, 
Still weave some grandchild’s prize: 
Ah God, that loving work could kill 
The sweet light in her eyes. 


Out of a throng of forbears vast, 
She was our pioneer; 

The brimming draught of life she passed, 
And, passing, she is dear. 


Toil for the body, hope for the mind, 
And trust of the heavenly light— 

These be the tokens she leaves behind 
In her generation’s sight. 


O toil-worn hands, O tender heart, 
Your blessing we implore; 

Bequeath us the secret of that great part 
Which, fronting your God, you bore. 
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Pte sO IN TE? BRE Re BUS Hh’ 
To Dr. John Watson—(‘‘Ian Maclaren’) 


God surely set within his vibrant soul 
Love’s tend’rest chords attun’d to that great song. 
Which bears the mystic deeps of life along, 
If but our stricken ears could hear it roll. 
God surely touched his pen that so the whole 
Of dear humanity might feel the strong 
Compelling tide of life above all wrong, 
The secrets of a love that scorn’d control. 


Nor ever shall our hearts forbear to leap, 
For lo! he builds on love’s foundation deep 

A higher life for man, and there he rears 

Fresh thoughts of God while runs our tale of years. 
Unneeded is my praise: his fame shall sweep 
Unfading on a flood of happy tears. 
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PHOSE STRAYING ER EUTPAR GH 


“Vitae Plutarchi: excudebat Johannis Pillehotte, 
Lugdunum, anno MDLXXII, Uolumes I and IV”’ 


There, safe upon my sacred shelf, the lower, 
My Doré’s dreadful Dante guards the two: 
Poor stranded wrecks, from dusty book-shop floor 
I rescued them, and little was there due. 
Blunt corners, worn by age, gilt titles dim, 
With russet sides time-cracked, they grimly stand, 
I grant, to the beholder, nor so trim 
As when some bookwright in that far off land 
Three centuries ago did rest his hand. 


And rest was due, for now I swear ’twould seem 
In Lugdunum bookmaker’s art was fair; 
Nor sheets of clay and cotton did they dream 
Fic for a scholar’s lore, but furnished there 
A feast for envious book-worms in each tome. 
The beauty of that ancient type face smote 
The trenchant Latin truths; joy was their home 
While tenants of Johannis Pillehotte: 
Maugre the author’s wit, he is of note. 


Say, scions of the glorious Cadmus line, 
What ministries of knowledge have you given? 
At sight of you did clerkly eyes e’er shine 
Erewhile with midnight taper they have striven? 
When you were young, what honours, what estate 
Were in your fee, and were your sorrows few? 
What tragedy of letters, thrust of fate, 
Hath robbed you of the brothers twain, the two, 
Vols. II and III, who wander wide from you? 
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O ancient tomes, see how these reverent hands 
May smooth the careless dog-ears from each page. 
Into thy wounds, received in far off lands, 
I pour my healing oil; at such an age 
Ev’n books may weigh in spirits like as man, 
And feel the kicks which fortune may bestow. 
If words, or care, could cheer you I’ve a plan 
Will make your old life pulse, and come and go; 
Ev’n now is love alive, as I shall show. 


Men dig for gold beneath the surface deep, 
The rarest gem lies oft in deepest mine, 
Pale virtue oft for centuries may cteep 
Within the dark, and then leap forth to shine. 
Ev’n all unvalued through those darkened years 
Since from some gentle master’s halls wert torn, 
As twain, Ulysses-like, have you with tears, 
From shelf to mart and mart to shelf been borne: 
Unburden now your orphan hearts forlorn. 


Had you but speech, old volumes, would’st recite 
Strange tales of time and place and what has been: 
Your tale’s untold, and I your bard may write 
One rounding moral that is plainly seen; 
Each star doth glass itself within the sea, 
Each lily finds the welcome that is meet, 
All brave shall of the fair most worthy be, 
And every heart some day is dear love’s seat: 
Lo, age-long here rejoice, in calm retreat. 
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A COLLOQUY ON BROWNING 


On ‘First Looking Into’? the One-Volume Cambridge 
Edition 


And this, sir, you say is “‘complete’’,—Robert Browning 
from cover to cover, 
Some fair pound or so of his poems, all tool-turned, 
embossed and gilt-burnished; 
His thousand and one odd pages of women and men, 
love and lover, 
Wich all that a choueandl! or one, ever hoped, thought, 
or acted there furnished; 
Well, I cake it; with payment, my thanks, for ’tis 
reason my thks I should proffer; 
You are right, sir; we bookworms are ’ware nent a 
good yet a new thing you offer. 


“A great bard’, did you say? (thanks the change is 
correct) but I surely shall call him 
No bard, which is fit for mere singers, but more than a 
singer, a seer; 
For who, with mere eye and soul sense, ever saw, or did 
dream that he saw, dim, 
The all of life’s tragedy hopeless, the whole of its ecstasy, 
fear; 
And traced it in letters enduring, life breathing and full 
at his portals, 
And left man wide-orbéd with wonder, we purblind 
and soulless, dull mortals. 
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So call him not poet nor bard, such names fit the green 
laurel-wearer; 
No laureate he, yet a greater scarce glowed with the 
Spirit’s soft unction; 
I venture—the Sole One, our Author, saw gloom o’er 
the earth, He a bearer 
Of light to its tingling soul-facets, sent Browning ful- 
filling his function. 
Stars of magnitude now are agleam, whose light 
reached us after much waiting; 
High and calm ranged the sixteen odd volumes, few 
were sold; one the public’s now baiting. 


To the bookman, ‘‘Good-day’’; and I wander, a conflict 
beginning within me; 
(For once let the soul see or grasp all it’s longed for to 
have or to cherish, 
Straight the struggle of old doth revive, for a something 
beyond and above fee;) 
With Ben Ezra I wait, trust my Evelyn, with Childe 
Roland the brave could I perish, 
Feel life’s hope and despair in one song, and tune life 
to a song with its fellow; 
These are mine—Browning’s soul’s mine when clear— 
but what shall I say of Sordello! 
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THOUGHTS INCA GARDEN 


Once more summer’s sun; the bird-laughter 
Enchanteth the air; 

Fluting, the oriole’s rapture 
Assaileth my care. 


How sweetly the June air seemeth, 
Like hers the while; 
O never the dawn but I’m dreaming, 
Her lighting smile. , 


In my lilac’s most poignant welcome, 
The violet’s grace, 

In the featured and friendly pansy 
Recurreth her face. 


Adreaming I pluck the white lily, 
Her manner as fair; 
Yearning I greet the pied daisy 

- Her heart did share. 


I tremble to face pink blossoms, 
Or white or red, 

Weaving their soul-like petals, 
Like prayers half said. 


These come from the soil’s embraces, 
Their loves to tell: 
She walks in delectable meadows 


Of asphodel! 
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RECONCILIATION 


Whether bright skies, or morning mists impend, 
Or sun low-peeping through the evening clouds; 
Whether the winter’s zone of muffling white, 

Or crickets shrilly singing in the grass, 

Shall varying give this mound environment, 

To her I know ’tis naught. Life’s pain scarce felt, 
She is at rest. Under this hallowed sod 

Her body frail, her gentle soul with God. 

Dear child of mine, thy stay so short, so full 

Of breathing life and love awakening looks, 

Has mem’ries still that thrill me as I yearn. 
And total sum of human grief is this:— 

To lose from sight the fruicage of heart’s love 
Erstwhile one dares to clasp the gift divine. 

O giver and receiver of all life! 

Indulging this sad, sweet endearing grief, 

My thanks I’d pour, while gratefully I kneel, 

For suffering me to call this child my own. 
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A, TRIBUTE 


So late he walked amongst us bearing soft 
And kindly airs of love and gentle deeds, 

We scarce believe he’s gone; yet we shall oft 
Feel his dear mem’ry minist’ring in our needs. 


He was a man who trustfully and sure 

Kept love for fellow-pilgrim as he trod. 

Well has he wrought in Christ-laid tasks. All pure 
He rests—rests well—for now he is with God. 


PETRAR CH 3 SONNE 


Time’s withering pages long have pressed these lowers— 
These tender trills of song, whose ancient rhyme 
Flows soft and low as first it ’gan to chime 

-To Petrarch’s lute amidst Italian bowers; 

Wild-blossoms of love’s fancy blown in showers 
Of blooming passion, perfected in prime, 
Unfading petals reared in Pelion’s clime, 

Their classic incense later ages dowers. 


So gleams the torch of truth through darkened years; 
Earth’s beauty blooms perennial, half-divine; 
So live the primal passions of the heart 
That gaily throb through mists of human tears; 
O trust that souls shall cherish, while they pine, 
The songs that speak love’s ardour, heal its smart. 
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Orr TeERMoAR TAU R, MAN 
AND BOOK 


Thy book is of thy life the fragrant flower, 
Thou later Greeley, saner far Thoreau, 
Canada hath need of such that she may know 
Her wiser path. Though wrathful war-clouds lower 
And Liberty aspires the deadly power 
Of_wrong to quench, white peace once more below 
Our skies, our land—a garden where shall grow 
The fruits of peace and all its glorious dower. 


Through the long year the city-dweller’s fee 
Is all to pine, pent up mid city’s noise 

For the wide calm which dwells where life is free. 
Thou bright philosopher of rural joys, 
“In Pastures Green’’ shall guide us where the poise 


Of Nature heals. O rare felicity! 
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ASE AR BOWEL 


If now my lips must say it, then—but stay— 
There comes with utt’ring this, the saddest word, 
The swelling of a tide of grief which frets 

And mounts to ~’scape the boundaries of my heart; 
And I not rashly would these syllables 

Take rushing on my lips without restraint, 

And leaning on the grace by which I live. 

Dear Father: thou who gavest him to me— 
That form, that face, that sweetest life-and breath, 
And all the anointing grace which glorifies 

The being called a child: I thank Thee well 
That into my poor life there sweetly came, 

An influence and a charm that won my thoughts 
From earth, and daily fed a flame of love 

And sacrifice of praise from out my heart. 

A little child! We mortals, deaf and blind, 
Our hearts yet burning in us while we dream, 
Stand ignorantly mute before its face, 

. Oft missing the divinity within, 

Nor reck’ning that a sister angel dwells, 
Beholding still our Father’s face in heaven. 

O blessed lot, to live within the sight 

And fragrance of an opening human bud: 

Tis this the last, the richest, fullest boon, 
God-given, our poor humanity to bless, 

What reverence can little limbs inspire? 

What tenderness, as pained, we think of toil? 
How leaps our love to meet a childish smile. 
Than childish speech hath earth a greater charm? 


64 


Ah, while I muse upon my heritage, 

Once mine to enjoy, but now laid up in heaven, 
| feel a strength is mine, O God, to give 

The gift back unto Thee from whom it came 
I would not say this word with hopeless air, 

Nor deem that in a breath has passed the wreck 
Of all paternal joys. Last link on earth, 
"Tis yet the breathing forth and utterance 

Of speech that stretches o’er the deeps of time, 
Prophetic of that meeting yet to be, 

When soul to soul we mingle ne’er to part. 

O God with hand in thine I speak this word, 
Full-grounded in the faith that my sweet boy 
In brighter clime and softer air is well, 

And blest beyond conception’s highest thought. 
In love, in faith we yield thy crowning gift: 
O keep him in thy everlasting arms! 

Dear son, as thou art there, I say Farewell. 
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[NGTRASH FLEE DS 


To the Reverend James B. Dollard (Author of “‘Irish 
Lyrics and Ballads’’) 


In Irish fields the gorse doth glow, 

A golden frame, where row on row 

Stand white-walled cabins. Tender the sky, 
Blue as the sea, where sea-birds fly, 

Keening with mystic sound the woe 
Which haunts that isle. With thee I’d go 
To glooming glens where pass below 

The Slaugh-Sidhe, all hid from eye, 

In Irish fields. 


Of misting and moonshine, friend and foe, 
Thou Dollard—bard of the mystic, high 
Great Celtic past that cannot die— 
Reviv’st dim faiths where legends grow, 
Bidding old heroes live which lie 

In Irish fields. 
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ROMANCE 


“A magic space wherein the mind can dwell, 
Above the touch of tediwm or of chance, 
Where fragile thoughts are irrefrangible”’ 


—Duncan Campbell Scott 


SONG 


For common needs | lean on common speech; 

But when through me there thrills all I may know 
Of dauntless human virtue, and the reach 

Of life’s rare beauty, I to song would go. 


AN VO PB ERLING 


These be the gifts I’d lay at thy feet 
My fealty to prove: 

A wreath of the rose, a harp, a sword, 
And a sigh of wistful love. 


The flowers should speak of thy spirit gay, 
The harp of thy soul’s tone; 

The sword-thrust flash of thine eyes of gray 
Hath left but a breath mine own. 


LOWE GOES BY RAV OUR 
(OLD FS THY LB) 


O the ladie Helen was faire; 
Men fought for rivalrie; 

Did the victor gain her spirit, 
Or but her faire bodie? 


But I for my Elanore 
Am first in masterie: 

My valour a winded breath, 
Her favour, dear charity. 
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OFLOL D7 


How can this flaming passion 
Spring from so brief a spark: 
Why has the light of your smiling 

Broken the age-long dark? 


Whence comes the strength of a Titan 
Into my fervent soul? 

Why cometh the madness of loving _ 
You, beyond all control? 


Why seems the heart’s wild longing 
So inexpressible; 

Why lips and arms so hopeless 
The vital truth to tell? 


May it be in the misty ages, 

That, lured from a colder chase, 
By lingering, slow stages, 

We found our appointed place? 


Mayhap it hath been in Babylon 
Your blushes learned to glow: 
But sure as the face I’m praising, 

We were lovers long ago. 
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SINGET AH ROMEO 


A hundred sonnets could not tell 
Her love’s sweet history; 

A score of tales the miracle 
Of her dear mystery. 


A charméd brush to limn her smile, 
Love’s dearest portraiture; 

Let Raphael wield his art awhile 
To fix that spirit lure. 


There’s something in the body’s grace 
Beyond the touch of words; 
And O the shafts that from her face 


Fly as do winsome birds. 


A hundred loving songs I'd sing, 
Though one but listen well; 
The universal welkin ring 
Of my love’s miracle. 


YOu 


The sun, the splendid sun, 
Shines in his sky: 

The sea, the mighty sea, 
Moveth ever; 

Men, in their hurrying rounds 
Have their wills; 

But my heart, my wise heart, 
Encompasseth 


You. 
7) 


A\SONG OR YOU 


Once in a magic moment, 
(My muse had lic her flame} 
I caught a glimpse of beauty, 
And golden numbers came. 


The verses flowed as water 
Slips through a night in June; 

There was mirth of haunting laughter 
Of young angels in the tune. 5 


Music, and love, and colour 
Were woven in one strand; 

I saw, I felt, I trembled— 
God took me by the hand. 


As if a sundown’s radiance 
Could flower into song; 
As if my eyes could fathom 
Some love in each ancient wrong; 


Content suffused my being, 
Joy filled my every view; 
Life’s utmost glorious impulse 
Was singing of you, of you. 
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INSCRUTABLE 


When I look into your eyes 
Tenderwise, 

Who shall say what they reveal? 

Is their radiance—what I feel? 

Or their answer—love’s appeal? 

Love complies: 

Why these sighs, 

Whether they be true, or lies? 


When I look upon your face 
With its grace, 
Well I know that it is fair; 
Other lovers it may share; 
Is it troth, or is it snare? 
Give me space, 
Here to trace 
Thoughts that tremble to their place. 


When I look into my soul, 
Like a scroll, 
Reads my heart so true, so fond; 
Shall ic find a tie, or bond? 
Steel or silk: the great beyond 
Hideth goal: 
Fate uproll 
Love’s bright harbour, hate’s dark shoal? 
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DREAMS OUT OF CAMELO® 


I 
ELAINE (OR A MODERN WHO RECALLED HER) 
Where are the knights of the Table Round, 


So grave of speech, so quick of blow? 
Where Arthur, great in lordship crowned, 
Chivalrous king of that warlike show; 
Fair Guinevere who was false that so 

For shame she bowed her where she sat? 


O far-off life, how faint ye show— 
Cometh Elaine of Astolat. 


Gone are the merry jousting days, 

The torch-lit feast in castle hall; 

No more fair ladies’ honied phrase 
Gladdens both knight and seneschal; 
Gareth, Geraint, Sir Kay—the pall 
Of death now folds. And Camelot— 


Grieve not its glorious towers could fall— 
Cometh Elaine of Astolat. 


Who can revive their glories old 

Which made that ancient day resound, 
When mail-clad men, with courage bold, 
Spurred to the onset, round on round; 
Steel rang on steel, a glorious sound, 
When fought the strong Sir Lancelot; 


His valour and fame the years have crowned; 
Cometh Elaine of Astolat. 


ENVOY 


With long forgotten dames and men, 
Hot loves and gusty griefs lie flat; 
Peace, let them be, if hail we then, 
Elaine, tall lily of Astolat. 
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DREAMS (OUT OF CAMELOT 


II 
MAIDEN 


Lily-pale, within the street, 
In the traffic, toil and heat, 
Down she pass’d all silently, 
Gracious, lithe, and warm: 
Alert, a living form; 
Wide-eyed glances, as to see 
What the clam’rous destiny 
Far-off should call, 


Venturous, fateful, mystical 


O yea, all this I saw, 
In far-off Lyoness: 
This maid with that keen look 
Of love’s distress, 
Gainsaid all, and answerless, 
In the city’s toil and press: 
All pale I say, and sweet, 
As a lily in the heat. 


ie 


DREAM'S2OU- OF CAMELO? 


Ill 
MADONNA 


Richer brow, with chastened eye, 
Lips that may have breathed a sigh; 
Hands that deftly hold aswing 
Young life in its blossoming. 
(O the lily in the spring!). 
A maturer, sweeter air, 
Past all youthful dreaming fair; 
Kinder for the years agone; 
Graver for the joy that’s flown; 
Questing for the years to come, 
Love the fruit, or death the sum. 


Mother, sharer of the powers, 
Dreaming of youth’s far dim towers 
In the dear lost Camelot: 
Thou hast life’s consummate all, 
Shared or individual. 
Spirit hunger must there be 
In your rich maturity. 
Do the phantom voices call 
Far-off, faint, and mystical; 
Thrilling as of pent desire, 
Flaming through thy soul of fire? 
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Wide the commerce yet to be 
For the soul’s rich argosy. 
All the beauty of the world, 
All that holds thy soul in thrall, 
Waits thy curving sail unfurled, 
Where the blue, far sky-lines call. 
Face all truth thy soul hath found, 
Unashamed and unafraid: 
Up from earth the rare heights see 
Spirit’s dear felicity. 


ENVOY 


Thus we long for what is not: 
Soul, the changeful sphinx aspires: 
Flaring hopes and dying fires: 
Teasing quest of Camelot. 
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CURTAIN 


Beneath high heaven’s o’erhanging arch 
Earth’s scenic stage unrolls, 

Where love and hate and beauty march 
To thrall our human souls. 


Spectators, actors—marking deep 
How ill and good contend— 

We look, we play, our parts to keep, 
Till our great drama end. 


Doth playwright’s text, or prompter’s bell 
Stir laggard energies ? 

We judge, or act, as Fate shall cell, 
’Fore heaven’s piled galleries. 


These songs are but a lyric breath 
Of mingled spirit strife; 

A glimpse of joy, a glance at death, 

- The moving play of life. 
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THE LYRIC FLUTE AND 
OTHER POEMS 


is a musical expression of some of 
the delicate nuances of life. The 
volume shows a rare sensitiveness 
to the inner meaning of things and 
_a love of the whimsical. The poet’s 
“ philosophy is evidently that ‘‘Love 
is Life’s answer, in Music’s soft 
words.”’\ His verbal music is in 
various keys and ministers to a 
surprising range, in which the lover 
of nature is especially remembered. 
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